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THE CITADEL
by A. J. Cronin

BOOK I

I

Late one October afternoon in the year 1921, a poorly dress-
ed young man gazed through the window of a third-class car-
riage in the almost empty train labouring up the Penewell Valley.
All that day Manson had travelled from the North, and the
final stage of his journey to South Wales found him in a still
greater excitement because of the prospects of his post!, the
first of his medical career, in this strange, disfigured countryz.

Outside, a heavy rainstorm came blinding down between
the mountains which rose on either side of the single railway
track. The mountain tops were hidden in a grey sky, their
sides, marked by ore workings3, fell black and gloomy. At
a bend of the linet the red glare of a foundry flashed into sight,
throwing light upon a score of workmen stripped to the waist5,
their bodies straining, arms upraised to strike. Though the
scene was swiftly lost behind a mine, a sense of power persisted.
Manson drew a long breath. He felt a sudden feeling of

1. the prospects of his post: (5) TiR(EIFH)MR, 2. disfigured
country: HTHLFVHEFGARALTIHEE, 3. ore workings: gt
J-{ii{E, 4. at a bend of the line: Kk4:f7HA—B%E Lhf, 5. stripp-
ed to the waistt *% b%,



cheerfulness and excitement springing from the hope and
promise of the future.

Darkness had fallen, emphasizing the strangeness of the
scene when, half an hour later, the engine panted into Blaenelly,
the end township of the valley. He had arrived at last. Grip-
ping his bag, Manson leaped from the train and walked quickly
down the platform, searching eagerly for some sign of welcome.
At the gate, beneath a lamp, a yellow-faced old man stood wait-
ing. He looked at Manson for a moment and then said:

“You Doctor Page’s new assistant?”’

“That’s right. Andrew Manson is the name.”

“Mine’s Thomas. I got the cart here. Step in.”

They drove off through the town. “Just got your gradua-
tion paper, eh?” Thomas asked.

Andrew nodded.

“T guessed so,” Thomas spat. ‘“Last assistant went ten
days ago. Mostly they don’t stopl.”

“Why?* Despite his nervousness, Andrew smilcd.

“Work’s too hard for one thing?, I think.”

“And for another?”

“You'll find out!”

Here the main street ended and, turning up a short uneven
side road, they entered the narrow drive of a house.

“Here we are,” said Thomas, pulling up the horse.?

Andrew descended. The next minute the front door was
flung open and he was in the lighted hall, being welcomed by
a short, fat, smiling woman of about forty.

1. Mostly they don’t stop: —f ke, 2. for ome thing:
HZ2--Jk..., 3. pulling up the horse: IS T F iz,
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“Well! Well! Tm Doctor’s wife, Mrs. Page. 1 do hope
you didn’t have a trying journey!. 1 am pleased to see you.
Come along, I'll show you to your room.”

Upstairs, Andrew’s room was a small apartment with a
brass bed, an old chest of drawers and a table bearing a basin,

Glancing round it he said with anxious politeness: ““This
looks very comfortable, Mrs. Page.”

“Yes, indeed.” She smiled and patted his shoulder. “Now
come along before you're a minute older and meet the Doctor.”
She paused, her gaze questioning his, her tone striving to be
offhand. “I don’t know if I said so in my letter but, as a matter
of fact — Doctor hasn’t been too well, lately.”

Andrew looked at her in sudden surprise.

*Oh, it’s nothing much,” she went on quickly, before he
could speak. “He’s been laid up? a few weeks. But he’ll soon
be all right. Make no mistake about that3.”

Andrew followed her to the end of the passage, where she
threw open a door, exclaiming: ‘“Here’s Doctor Manson,
Edward — our new assistant. He’s come to say how do you
dot.”

Edward Page was a big, bony man of perhaps sixty, and
bore the signs of a severe and far from recent illness®,

“I hope you’ll like it here,” Doctor Page remarked, speak-
ing slowly and with difficulty. “I hope you’ll find the practice
not too much for you. You're very young.”

1. T do hope... journey: {BRRHER THFE. 2. be laid up:
5, 3. Make no mistake about that: X— SRR L, REHH.
4. He’s come to say how do you do: 4bEFIRINIR—TF., 5. bove
the signs ... illness: FXRWTHLEN T, FAXTH/EE,



“I'm twenty-four, sir,” Andrew answered. “I know this
is my first job, but I'm not afraid of work.”

“There, now!t” Mrs. Page beamed. “Didn’t I tell you,
Edward, we’d be lucky with our next one?”

Doctor Page said in a tired voice: “I hope you'll stay.”

As Andrew went down to supper, his thoughts were con-
fused. He had applied for this assistantship in answer to an
advertisement in The Lancet?. Yet in the correspondence,
conducted at this end by Mrs. Page, which had led to the secur-
ing of the post, there had been no ,mentiofl whatsoever of Doctor
Page’s illness®. But Page was ill; there could be no question
of the seriousness of his illness. It would be years before he
was fit for work, if, indeed, he were ever fit for work again®.

With an effort Andrew put the puzzle from his minds.
He was young, strong, and had no objection to the extra work
in which Page’s illness might involve him. Indeed, in his en-
thusiasm, he longed for work.

“Come away for supper,” Mrs, Page said.

Mrs. Page sat at the head of the table with her back to
the fire. When she had sunk comfortably into her chair she
rang the little cowbell in front of her. A middle-aged servant
brought in the supper, stealing a glance at Andrew as she entered.

“Come along, Annie,” cried Mrs. Page, buttering a huge
slice of bread and stuffing it in her mouth. “This is Doctor
Manson.”

1. There, now! B R7F & 2. The Lancet: FHFEIHERE—FhESe
Bfl&Es, 3. Yet in the correspondence, ... Doctor Page’s illness:
HWIBRIER, 2REBTEAIFHMNS. HLHMGBRASY, HEfihips
EIRAERBIZBRRERDHE, 4. It would be ... indeed, ... fit for
work sgaint MEMBLSZLTHRIET, MERBELELLEUET. 5.
pui the puzzie from his mind: X HELERIG,
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Annie did not answer. She served Andrew silently with
a thin slice of cold boiled meat. For Mrs. Page, however,
there was a hot beefsteak and a large bottle of wine. As the
doctor’s wife lifted the cover from her special dish and cut into
the juicy meat, her mouth watering in expectation, she explained:
“I didn’t have much lunch, Doctor. Besides, I have to take a
drop of wine for the blood?.”

During the meal Mrs. Page ate freely but said little. At
length, dipping up the juice with her bread, she finished her
meal, and lay back in her chair, perhaps trying, in her own bold
way, to sum Manson up?.

Studying him, she saw a dark youngster, a fine jaw and
blue eyes, These eyes, when he raised them, were extraordi-
narily steady and inquiring. Although Blodwen Page knew
nothing of it she was looking at a Celtic® type. Though she
admitted the vigour and intelligence in Andrew’s face, what
pleased her most of all was his acceptance of that thin cut from
the three-days-old meat. She reflected that, though he looked
hungry, he might not be hard to feed.

“I'm sure we’ll get on finet, you and me,” she declared, pick-
ing her teeth with a hairpin. “I do need a bit of luck for a
change®.”Then she told him of her troubles, and sketched a vague
outline of the practice and its position. “It’s been awful, dear.
You don’t know. With Doctor Page’s illness, wicked assistants,
nothing coming in® and everything going out -~ well! you

1. for the blood: Hibifi, 2. sum up: P (L EEE—~FA),
3. Celtic ['keltikl: BRIEHED (BIREAREZRE, BURL. A2
Eym Rl A —%, IE BB % ER), 4. get on fine: MR, 5.
1 do need ... change: RMEPEBHB T, HLiZELET, 6. nothing coming
i EHEA,



wouldn’t believe it! And the job I've had to keep the manager
and mine officials sweet* — it’s them the practice money comes’
through — what there is of it2,” she added hurriedly. “You see,
the way they work things in Blaenelly is like this: the Company
has two doctors on its list, though, mind you, Doctor Page
is far and away® the cleverer. And besides, the time he’s been
here! Neaf]y thirty years and more; that’s somethingt, I
should think! Well, then, these doctors can have as many as-
sistants as they like, — Doctor has you, and Doctor Lewis has
a fellow called Denny, — but the assistants don’t ever get on
the Company’s list. Anyway, as I was saying, the Company
deducts so much from every man’s wages they employ at the
mines, and pays that out to the listed doctors according to how
many of the men sign on with thems.”

She broke off under the strain of an overloaded stomach.

“I think T see how the system works, Mrs. Page.”

“Well, then!” she heaved out her jolly laugh. “You don’t
have to bother about it. All you got to remember is that you’re
working for Doctor Page. That’s the main thing, Doctor.
Just remember you’re working for Doctor Page and you and
poor little me’il get on fine.”

Then she rose. Her voice was different, almost command-
ing.

“By the way, there’s a call for Number 7 Glydar Place.
You better do it straight aways.”

1. keep ... sweet: R¥fit...4F, 2. what there is of it: %
B — )L, 3. far and away ...: ... A%, 4. That’s something: X
REGLN N 5. sign on with them: RBMBKRA (HiE: SHB%
21), 6. straight away: 5 |-,
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Already Andrew realized how he would be made use of
by Blodwen Page to run the practice for his disabled principal.
It was a strange situation, and very different from any romantic
picture which his fancy might have painted. Yet, after all,
his work was the important thing; beside it all else was unimpor-
tant. He longed to begin it.

He reached 7 Glydar Place, knocked breathlessly upon
the door, and was at once admitted to the kitchen, where the
patient lay. She was a young woman, wife of a steel worker
named Williams, and as he approached the bedside with a fast-
beating heart he felt the significance of this, the real starting-
point of his life. He was alone, faced by a case which he must
treat unaided. All at once, he was conscious of his nervousness,
his inexperience, his complete unpreparedness, for such a task.

While the husband stood by, Andrew Manson examined
the patient with great care. There was no doubt about it, she
was ill. Temperature, pulse, tongue, they all spoke of trouble,
serious trouble. What was it? Andrew asked himself that
question with a strained intensity as he went over her again.
His first case. Oh, he knew that he was overanxious! But
suppose he made an error? He had missed nothing. Nothing.
Yet he still found himself struggling towards some solution of
the problem, striving to group the symptoms under the heading
of some recognized disease. At last, aware that he could prolong
his investigation no longer, he straightened himself slowly, fold-
ing up his stethoscope, hunting for words.

“Did she have a chill?” he asked, his eyes upon the floor.

“Yes, indeed,” Williams answered eagerly.



Andrew nodded, attempting painfully to create a confidence
he did not feel. He muttered: ‘“We’ll soon have her right.
T'll give you a bottle of medicine.”

He took his leave of them and with his head down, thinking
desperately, he walked back to the surgery.

It must be, yes, it must be a chill. But in his heart he knew
that it was not a chill. He groaned, dismayed and angry at
his own inadequacy. Unhappily, Andrew took a six-ounce
bottle from the shelf and began with a frown of concentration
to compound a mixture. Spirit of nitre?, salicylate of sodium —
where the dickens? was «the salicylate of sodium? ,Oh, there
it was! He tried to cheer himself up by reflecting that they
were all splendid, all excellent drugs, bound to get the tempera-
ture down, certain to do good.

He had just finished his compounding and, with a mild
sense of achievements, was writing the label when the surgery
bell went ping, the outer door swung open, and a short, powerfully
thickset man of thirty strolled in. He looked Andrew up and
down. His voice, when it came, was politely ironic and annoy-
ingly well-bred.

“I saw a light in your window as I was passing. Thought
I'd look in to welcome you. I’'m Denny, assistant to the es-
teemed Doctor Lewis.”

Andrew stared back doubtfully. Philip Denny lit a cigarette,
threw the match on the floor, and walked forward. He picked
up the bottle of medicine, read the address, the directions, un-
corked it, sniffed it, recorked it and put it down.

1. spivit of nitre: WWARZTEENEM, C.H,OND, F3mEEN
FIRRMEITH, 2. the dickens: FE (MBIBEBMHE), 3. with a
mild sense of achievement: A iR L IR,
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“Splendid! You've begun the good work already! One
tablespoon every three hours. God Almighty! It’s reassuring
to meet the dear old black art*. But, Doctor, why not three
times a day? ‘Don’t you realize, Doctor, that in the little red
book? the tablespoonfuls should pass? down the oesophagus
three times a day?’ He paused, becoming more offensive
than ever. “Now, tell me, Doctor, what's in it? Spirit of
nitre, by the smell. Wonderful stuff, sweet spirit of nitre.
Wonderful, wonderful, my dear Doctor! Yes, yes, when in
doubt give spirt of nitre.”

Again there was a silence in the wooden shed. Suddenly
Denny laughed: “Science apartt, Doctor, you might satisfy
my curiosity, Why have you come here?”’

By this time Andrew’s temper was rising rapidly. He
answered grimly: “My idea was to turn Blaenelly into a health
resorts.”

Again Denny laughed. His laugh was an insult, which
made Andrew long to hit him.

“Witty, witty, my dear Doctor. Unfortunately I can’t
recommend the water here as being ideally suited for a health
resort. As to the medical gentlemen — my dear Doctor, in
this Valley they’re a shame to the glorious, noble profession.”

“Including yourself?”

“Exactly!” Denny nodded. Now his tone, though bitter,
was serious: “Look here, Manson! I realize you’re just pass-
ing through on your way to somewhere high upé, but in the

1. black art: #&KAR, 2. the hittle red book: #IIXMELTH, 3.
by the smell: 5Bk (RYLLHI52) . 4, science apart: #HF LR, S.
health resort: “§¥3%ih. 6. I realize ... high ap: HEEHRRAFIRX
B2 {1 VR R ) T g 4 6 B BB ‘



meantime there are one or two things about this place you ought
to know. There’s no hospital, no X-rays, no anything. If
you want to operate you use the kitchen table. In a dry sum-
mer the kids die like flies. Page, your boss, was a damned
good old doctor, but he’s finished now, he’ll never do a hand’s
turn againl. Lewis, my owner, is a tight little money-chasing
thief. As for myself, I drink like a fish2, I think that’s about
all.” Then he moved heavily towards the door. There he
paused. His tone was flat, quite uninterested. ‘‘By the way,
1 should look out for typhoid in Glydar Place, if I were you.”
Ping! went the door again. Before Andrew could answer,
Doctor Philip Denny disappeared into the wet darkness.

m

It was not his lumpy mattress which caused Andrew to
sleep badly that night, but growing anxiety about the case in
Glydar Place. Was it typhoid? Denny’s parting remark had
started a fresh train of doubt® in his already uncertain mind.
He restrained himself with difficulty from rising and revisiting
the case at an unearthly hour of the morning*. Indeed, as he
tossed and turned through the long restless night, he came to
ask himself if he knew anything of medicine at all.

Early next morning, with an almost painful expectancy he
told old Thomas to drive direct to 7 Glydar Place. Twenty
minutes later he came out of Number 7, pale, with his lips tightly
compressed and an odd expression on his face. He went two

1. He'll never ... again: {bit L4808 T, 2. drink Iike a fish:
RAFEAMHA, 3 start a fresh train of doubt: X {E{bEEERE,
4. revisiting the case ... the morning: i AHEREERREFRITE
AKX, *
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doors down, into Number 11, which was also on his list. From
Number 11 he crossed the street to Number 18. He went round
the corner to Radnor Place, where two further cases were marked
on the list as to be attended to immediately. Altogether, within
the space of an hour, he made seven such calls in the immediate
neighbourhood!. Five of them, including Number 7 Glydar
Place, were clear cases of typhoid. Now Andrew realized with
a shiver of fear that he had an outbreak of typhoid fever on
his hands.

After lunch he decided he must speak to Doctor Page.
“Doctor Page, if we get an infectious case, what’s the best thing
to do?”

There was a pause. “It’s always been difficult. If you
should run into anything very bad ring up Griffiths at Toniglan.
He’s the District Medical Officer.” Another pause, longer
than before. “But I'm afraid he’s not very helpful.”

Andrew hastened down to the hall and rang up Toniglan.
While he stood with the receiver to his ear he saw Annie, the
servant, fooking at him through the kitchen door.

“Hello! Hello! Is that Doctor Griffiths of Toniglan?”
He got through? at last.

A man’s voice answered very guardedly. “Who wants
him ?”

“This is Manson of Blaenelly. Doctor Page’s assistant.”
Andrew’s tone was ovespiichett *T we got five cases of typhoid
up here. I want Dogtor Griffithsite: tosm up immediately.”

There was thefarest pause. then*With¥ rush the reply came

1. made seven .4 neigf_lb‘ourhpod: RIS Y Lk, 2. got through:
CRIB) BT,
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back in a singsong tone, very apologetic. “I'm very sorry,
Doctor, indeed I am, but Doctor Griffiths has gone to Swansea.
Important official business.”

“When will he be back?”’ shouted Manson. The line was
bad®.

“Indeed, Doctor, I couldn’t say for certain.”

“But, listen...”

There was a click at the far end. Very quietly the other
had rung off2. Manson swore out loud with nervous violence.
“Damn it! I believe, that was Griffiths himself.”

He rang the number again, failed to get a connection, yet,
persisted doggedly. He was about to ring again when, turning,
he found that Annie had advanced into the hall. She was a
woman of perhaps forty-five, very clean, with a grave expres-
sion.

“I couldn’t help but hear, Doctor,” she said. “You'll
pever find Doctor Griffiths in Toniglan this hour of day. He
does go to the golf at Swansea afternoons mostly,” ‘

“But I think that was him I spoke to.”

“Maybe,” she smiled faintly, “When he doesn’t 2o to
Swansea he says he’s gone somewhere.” She considered him
with friendliness before turning away. “I wouldn’t waste my
time on him if I were you.”

Andrew replaced the recciver with a deepening sense of
anger and distress.

At half past nine, when the last patient had left the surgery,
he came out with resolution in his eyes; he had decided to go and

1. The line was bad: WiFHME AL, 2. ring offt (LR #
LT,
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